Avarelle 
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The World 


Avarelle is a patchwork world. It’s not round and not flat; it has no consistent shape at all. Its 
geography does not conform to the geometry that we all know; the same road may lead to 
different places on different days, for different people, or under different circumstances. 


Fortunately for the people who live there, large pieces of Avarelle are consistently shaped. 
Within each Domain, the world is more or less sane. Each kingdom, barony, or nation is like a 
world in itself, separated from the rest of Avarelle by a frightening wilderness full of wolves and 
witches. 


Even within the Domains, the world is somewhat mutable. The boundaries of Domains tend 
coincide with their political borders, and their natures are shaped by their inhabitants. When the 
wilderness is settled by humans, it gradually grows sane by human standards; any land walked 
by demons becomes hostile and dangerous. Kings and queens have particularly strong 
influences; those knowledgeable in the ways of Avarelle can judge the character of a king by the 
flowers that grow by the roadside in his kingdom. 


The nature of a Domain is stubborn and slow to change. If the people of a kingdom have been 
ruled by a single bloodline for a thousand years, and a popular uprising overthrows that 
bloodline, the land may well wither and die without its “rightful” ruler. A century or so of stable 
democratic government might force the world to accept the new system, but then again it might 
not. Dirt has a long memory. 


A land of serfs and tyrants demands tyranny, while a land of peace and freedom demands 
enlightened leaders. Very little is consistent across the plane; even the flow of time varies. But 
for the most part the less fantastical parts of Avarelle resemble a slightly idealized medieval 
Europe. 


History and Religion 


Ryan Pancoast 


Sixteen centuries ago, a great king named Artemy arose. With the assistance of his advisor, the 
great wizard Azor, Artemy forged a great empire that stretched across the plane. With the 
empire came a religion built around Azor’s teachings, which would come to be called the 
Azorian Church. The empire was founded in blood and built upon bones, but it brought a golden 
age to the common people of Avarelle. In its heyday, the madness of the world was brought to 
heel and men imagined themselves the masters of creation. 


The empire stood for a thousand years. Long after Artemy died, the seemingly-immortal Azor 
would return in times of need to strengthen the forces of order. But eventually Azor disappeared 
for the last time, and six hundred years ago the empire split into countless kingdoms. 


Despite the collapse of the empire, its influence is inescapable. Its language, its religion, and its 
culture form the foundation beneath the manifold ways of the countless kingdoms. The Azorian 
Church remains in place, and serves as the only truly global institution on Avarelle. It advises 
leaders, preaches sermons, and performs ceremonies, but its chief duty is the keeping of 
records. The Azorian Church keeps track of historical events, marriages, royal bloodlines, 
knighthoods, and so on. They see this as a sacred duty, and take it very seriously even when it 
clearly has no practical value. 


The Church is not dedicated to any god in particular. Azor was less a prophet and more a great 
teacher; the teachings of his Church concern the best way to live, not the best being to worship. 
The Church respects countless gods and magical beings, and some priests are trained in the 
use of magic that channels divine powers from a variety of sources, but there is no supreme 
being in Azorianism. Even Azor himself is understood to be “merely” a wizard of enormous 
power and wisdom. While he worked a few vast spells that shape the plane to this day, like the 
blessings on the fields of Artem and the curse of honesty upon demonkind, he was not a god 
and modern clerics cannot draw power from their connection to him. 


The Church’s most common objects of prayer are unicorns, which are conveniently common, 
benevolent, and non-sapient. Praying to unicorns is safe and easy. Other Azorian divinities 
include, among others, the kings of summer, the queens of winter, the all-seeing moon goddess 
Elua, the shapeless avatars of chaos that lurk outside the world, various elves and faeries, 
certain demons, Janjahar the All-Consuming, and the Nameless God of Crawling Things. 


The last two deserve explanation. Janjahar is an ancient planeswalker of enormous power who 
often visits the plane. He is driven entirely by his hunger; most days he’s merely a tourist looking 
to sample the delicacies of every plane, but from time to time he’s been known to devour people 
or cities or stranger things. The Church added him to their roll of deities in hopes of warding off 
the destruction he brings; unfortunately, Janjahar is not actually not aware of his status as a 
deity and cannot hear prayers. 


The Nameless God of Crawling Things, meanwhile, is the closest thing Azorianism has to a 
devil. It is the punishment of the wicked, the destroyer of the irredeemable. Its children are 
insects and worms and other unclean creatures, born from the bodies of tyrants and the soil of 
misruled Domains. The Church acknowledges and respects it as a necessary part of the natural 
order, without which misrule might grow unchecked, but hates and fears it all the same. 


Central to Azorian doctrine is the belief that the morally correct way to live is also the intelligent 
way to live. Doing things that work well is held to be morally righteous; doing evil things is held 
to be universally foolish in the long run. Azorian teaching is full of parables in which 
righteousness is rewarded and wickedness punished. 


The Church holds speech holy: any being capable of speaking and understanding speech is 
considered to have a soul and certain inherent rights. Any being not capable of speaking and 


understanding speech is not; a talking cow is a person, while a deaf-mute human is not. Those 
with speech impediments are somewhere in the middle: they have souls, but perhaps not proper 
souls. 


The Church believes that the ensouled have inherent rights and freedoms. These rights are 
fairly broad, and as a result the Church often acts to protect the common people from greedy, 
tyrannical, or simply incompetent rulers. 


The institution of marriage carries enormous magical weight on Avarelle. It blends the souls of 
the parties involved, giving each some of the traits of the other. Any two ensouled beings may 
marry in the eyes of the Church, regardless of gender or species, but divorce and polygamy are 
strictly forbidden. Although the magic in marriage can sometimes be annulled or shared among 
a group, the Church is completely prepared to kill over the sanctity of monogamous marriage. 


Inhabitants 


KJ Kallio 


The people of Avarelle come in countless shapes. Humans are the most common, since the 
human species is the most reliably ensouled, but just about every species found on Avarelle has 
talking / ensouled members. It’s not at all strange for a woman to marry a giant spider, or for the 
local butcher to be a bear. 


Some ensouled animals are larger or more human-shaped than their silent brethren, but most 
are physically indistinguishable from normal examples of their species. A talking mouse is not 
an intrinsically magical being. 


Of course, Avarelle does have intrinsically magical beings. Faeries, dragons, demons, giants, 
mitlings, and the like need no pacts or invocations to work magic. But such beings are rare, at 
least outside of their own lands. The world is, for the most part, ruled by mundane people of 
greatly varying form. 


Unless, of course, the elves are right. The elves of Avarelle claim to rule the world, and while 
they may be arrogant they aren't bluffing. 


Avarellian elves are not like most of the Multiverse’s elves. They are more akin to spirits than to 
humans, immortal and powerfully magical. They have ancient laws flowing through their veins, 
giving them endless strength but little freedom. Humans and other animals find elvish law 
bizarre and incomprehensible, but it is nonetheless absolute; to break it will reduce an elf to 
goblin-hood. Every goblin is either a former elf or the descendent of a former elf. So goblins 
tend to pity elves, seeing them as slaves to a bodiless master. Everyone else respects and fears 
them. 


Adventurers 


Valentina Pelizziari 


Most of Avarelle’s citizens never leave their home Domain. The risk of getting lost, and being 
unable to ever return home, is terrifying to almost everyone. But there are five types of person 
that travel widely, knowing that they may well be forsaking their homelands forever: heroes, 
wizards, merchants, pilgrims, and refugees. 


Some brave souls, often knights, travel in search of adventures to have and wrongs to right; 
they reject the safety of living in a single Domain in favour of the opportunity to accomplish great 
things. 


Witches, wizards, and those who wish they were witches and wizards travel as well; there is 
knowledge and power to be had in the far corners of the world that the common people can only 
dream of. Nobody ever became a sorcerer by sitting at home and reading. 


Merchants take advantage of the near-isolation of most Domains to make their fortunes. What is 
cheap and common in one Domain may well be deeply desired in another, and anyone brave 
enough to bring a cart of goods from Domain to Domain can earn gratitude and admiration 
alongside enormous wealth. The greatest prestige is accorded to those few merchants who 
have travelled to the Underworld and returned with their souls intact, having convinced 
demonkind that working with them is more profitable than simply consuming their soul and 
turning their body into a puppet. Such merchants often deal in strange intangible goods, and it is 
said that they can arrange just about any imaginable miracle...for the right price. 


The Azorian Church maintains the routes to certain holy sites so that the common people can 
touch the divine or plead for the assistance of holy paladins. When the Empire stood, most 
people took a pilgrimage; since then it’s grown rarer and more dangerous, but even now it’s by 
far the safest way to travel great distances. 


And of course, there are those unfortunate souls who are driven from their homes. Exiled, 
sometimes, or fleeing from a ruined land. When a Domain is abused terribly, when it is misruled 
for decades on end, the land withers and gives birth to vermin. Famine takes hold. Eventually, 
when the Domain is rotten to the core, the terrible Nameless God of Crawling Things emerges 
to consume the foulness. The Church keeps an eye on the health of each Domain, or tries to, 
and regularly acts to heal a land if possible or evacuate its residents if not. 


Magic 


Svetlana Tigai 


Humans and other ensouled animals lack magical abilities of their own. Inborn magical abilities 
of the sort common on other planes are unheard of on Avarelle. Magic is found by invoking the 
power of other beings; making a contract with the faeries, taking in part of the soul of another 
animal, invoking the demons of the Underworld, or otherwise reaching beyond your own 
mundane nature. 


The most common magical acts, of course, are marriage and rulership. The two are similar in 
many ways; just as a man might grow wiser by marrying an intelligent woman, a king might 
develop the ability to heal with a touch by taking the throne of a healthy kingdom. Both bonds 
are two-sided; you cannot marry someone, or a rule a Domain, without taking the nature of that 
person or that Domain into yourself. 


Most witches and wizards get their magic from pacts with the fae, promising to become faeries 
upon death in exchange for supernatural power. But there are also pyromancers who sing the 
secret names of summer, astrologers who read the secret messages written into the stars by 
all-seeing Elua, skinchangers who take the shapes of the animals they befriend, infernalists who 
sacrifice people to demons, and countless other flavours of mage. 


The strongest magical tradition on Avarelle, that of the witches of Yarag, is also the most 
promiscuous. It teaches thousands of spells that draw upon hundreds of sources, but eschews 
any lasting commitment to those sources. A witch might lay a curse in the name of the 
Nameless God, but that doesn’t mean they follow the Nameless God or even particularly care 


for it. It certainly doesn’t mean they'll refrain from learning skinchanging, or the blessings of 
unicorns, or anything else that seems useful. 


The magic taught within the Church is similar to that of Yarag, and may share a common origin. 
Most priests are not particularly sorcerous, but when a priest curses a lawbreaker they'll do it 
more or less the same way a Yaragi witch would. 


The magic of Avarelle often works through the power of names, and so even the common 
people of Avarelle generally keep their birth names secret. People often choose new names for 
themselves, or simply go by the names of their jobs. Rulers traditionally go by the names of their 
Domains. 


Major Domains 
Artem 


Artem is the largest mortal Domain, containing millions of souls. It was the capital of the Empire, 
and the town-sized flying castle that Azor built for his emperor remains the seat of its 
government. Artem has turned inwards since the fall of its Empire, as many of the royal families 
living there when the fall occurred chose staying in the luxurious capital over returning to the 


domains they theoretically ruled. 


For the common people, the endless turmoil of palace intrigue usually means little. They farm, 
trade, and work in peace, prosperous despite fairly onerous taxation. The fields and forests of 
Artem are famously fertile and easy to live upon; the blessings upon this land are deeply-rooted, 


and it will take a great deal of misrule to undo them. 


Unfortunately, that misrule may well be on its way. A cunning manipulator named Luton took 
power this year, under suspicious circumstances and against the wishes of the Church. He talks 
about restoring the lost glory of the Empire, by conquest if need be. He means to begin the 
reconquest of the world by allying with Vortheld to invade Yarag. The skies have grown cloudy, 


literally and figuratively; the Domain’s future is uncertain. 
Azoria 


Azoria is an island, upon which Azor founded the holy city that is now the centre of the Church. 


The well-established pilgrimage routes to it make it the easiest Domain to travel to or from. It is 


said that every road leads to one of the great bridges of Azoria, if you walk upon it for long 


enough, and accordingly the island city has become the plane’s greatest centre of trade. 


The Pontiff, who rules Azoria and guides the Church, watches the growing power of the 
merchants with concern. Mere peasants, most of them, reaching endlessly above their stations. 
But it cannot be denied that the great markets of Azoria bring prosperity, and that cracking down 


on trade could bring terrible harm to common people across Avarelle. 


As befits the home of the Church, Azoria is also the plane’s greatest centre of learning. Its 
libraries are so vast that they are essentially a Domain unto themselves; those who get lost in 
the stacks of books sometimes disappear, or end up in buildings they never deliberately 


entered. Nobles and clerics from across Avarelle send their children to Azoria to be educated. 
Vortheld 


Vortheld, a large Domain of bumpy fields and rocky mountains, was once the greatest rival to 
Artem. It was never conquered by the Empire, only joining when the Emperor married its king. It 
retains most of its ancient traditions and most of its traditional political structure. It has 
thousands of knights and hundreds of barons, each with their own proud lineage. Small civil 
wars are essentially constant, but a strong tradition of dueling and careful guidance from the 
Church ensure that mass slaughter is rare. Usually, rival nobles resolve their differences through 
single combat or a joust, with their armies watching. Tournaments are common, and serve both 


to entertain and to settle grievances. 


As Vortheld is the most militarily powerful Domain of mortals, people across Avarelle look to it 
for protection. The mighty Vortheld knight, slaying monsters and rescuing princes, is a stock 
character in the stories of the plane. The great cathedral of Vortheld is a gathering place for 
heroes seeking to make their names, and for pilgrims begging for protection from witches and 


monsters and demons. 


While Vortheld is undoubtedly civilized, it has a large population of dragons and other monsters. 
Some are domesticated, made into mounts and pets and weapons of war. Others are not; 


ironically, the Domain that Avarelle looks to for protection is relatively dangerous. 


Half-Magical Domains 
Yarag 


Yarag is ruled by witches. It began as a tiny hut deep in the Endless Forest, in which a mighty 
witch dwelt. The witch attracted followers and students, and a village of sorts formed; over 
centuries that village turned into a nation. The followers of the witches cut down millions of 


trees, and carved a mighty Domain out of the hostile forest. 


Although foreigners generally see Yarag as a twisted and evil land, it’s actually a fairly pleasant 
place to live. The witches are generally significantly more competent, and no crueler, than the 
knights and barons of other lands. The common people of Yarag see the use of magic as an 
essential part of rulership, and the witches in turn see it as their duty to use their abilities on 
behalf of their nation. Most notably, their justice system is based entirely upon witchcraft. 


Lawbreakers are punished with curses that remove their ability to commit further offenses. 


Officially, Yarag is a meritocracy and witches are not allowed to pass their secrets down to their 
children. The system by which new witches are trained is designed to create lineages of 
teaching, not lineages of blood. Each witch is expected to have an apprentice or two, and 
families with particularly clever and strong-willed daughters often bring them to their local witch 
for consideration. Those selected spend half their time learning from their master and half their 
time at one of Yarag’s four great witch-schools, where hundreds of witches learn together. In 
practice the meritocracy is imperfect; witches who come from the peasantry are often looked 
down upon, and it’s common to take on a friend’s daughter as your apprentice. Still, it’s not just 
empty rhetoric. The daughter of a beggar has a much better chance of rising to power in Yarag 


than she would just about anywhere else. 


When an apprentice witch reaches the age of eighteen, she’s sent out to see the world. She’s 
expected to travel, alone and carrying no more than she can fit on her broomstick, for two full 
years before returning to Yarag. The fact that most of them return alive is a testament to the 
quality of their magical education. Unfortunately, their actions often give Yarag something of a 
bad name; being hormonal teenage aristocrats experiencing total freedom for the first time, they 
usually get into all sorts of trouble all over the plane. Trouble that they can generally escape the 


consequences of, because they’re powerful and not expected to stay in any one place for long. 


The position of the Church in Yarag is somewhat contentious. Witchcraft as a whole isn’t against 
Azorian doctrine, but there are various passages forbidding “dark” magic and many priests 
interpret them broadly. Most witches don’t have a whole lot of respect for the Church, and 


there’s a constant low-level struggle between witch-nobility and priesthood. 
Uya 


Uya is one of the few Domains dominated by Ouphes, or intelligent non-human animals. Such 
animals are found throughout Avarelle, but rarely in great numbers. They arise from the 
presence of elves, and faeries; when such beings are present, animals sometimes give birth to 
offspring with human minds and voices. Ouphes breed true, and their desire for intelligent 
companionship generally drives them away from mundane animals and towards humans and 
other Ouphes. For the most part, Ouphes and humans are seamlessly integrated; a human from 


Artem probably feels more kinship to a talking snake from Artem than to a human from Yarag. 


Uya is a powerfully magical Domain, riddled with spirits and faeries and pathways to Fantasia. 
Accordingly, it’s an incredibly superstitious place. Everyone in Uya follows dozens of odd little 
rituals habitually, each with some kind of alleged supernatural benefit. It's widely agreed that 


about half of them work, but nobody knows which half. 


Uya once had a rather restrictive caste system, which bound each being to a limited set of roles 
depending on their species. When the Empire, and the Church, conquered Uya, Azor worked to 
loosen the system. He saw it as foolish and wasteful to forbid rabbits from becoming hunters, or 
eagles from becoming farmers. So now castes are rather loose; people can join or leave them 
pretty freely. Legally, a Rabbit still can’t be a hunter, but a rabbit doesn’t have to be a Rabbit. 


They can be a Wolf instead, at least on paper. 


The monarch of Uya is always a phelddagrif, but the throne is not handed down in any particular 
family. Whenever a ruler dies or is disgraced, the Church asks the people to choose a new 
phelddagrif to lead them. The candidates are encouraged to buy support; in fact, that’s more or 
less the whole point of the “election”. Nobody discusses issues or takes political stands. The 
candidates just give away as much as possible, and whoever impresses the people most 


becomes ruler. 


Vrek 


Vrek is a cursed land. The sky above it is a sickly green-grey, and nothing healthy grows from its 
soil. Pits in the ground lead to the Underworld, and demonic power suffuses the very air: all who 


die within Vrek become zombies, enslaved to the will of the Dark Lord. 


The Dark Lord of Vrek is selected through a contest, held as soon as the current Lord dies. 
Once this contest was held by demons, and served to ensure that only the most utterly 
depraved could rule; now it is held by the Church, who took control of it through Azor’s magic. 
There are limits to what the Church can make the land accept, but in general the events of the 
contest are morally neutral. On occasion they can be quite silly; the current Lord won her 


position in a breath-holding competition. 


Although Vrek is not the land of monstrous evil that it once was, it remains a generally sinister 
place. Some Dark Lords live up their name. The native population holds to some rather 
horrifying traditions. Demons offer terrible powers to terrible people. And when people 
immigrate, it’s usually to escape justice. The capital city, also named Vrek, is truly a hive of 


scum and villainy. 


Vrek and Yarag hate each other deeply. Once there may have been good reasons; now they 
hate each other because they always have. Raids and counter-raids are common. Full-scale 
war arises about once every two decades. Fortunately for the rest of Avarelle, Yarag and Vrek 
share a fairly consistent border and they rarely need to send witches or zombies through other 


Domains in order to attack one another. 
Major Magical Domains 
Fantasia and Faerieland 


Fantasia and Faerieland and the land of dreams and the land of faeries respectively. It’s often 
hard to say where one ends and the other begins; Faerieland is on the far side of Fantasia, that 


is known, but exactly what separates them is not. 


Travelling to Fantasia in your sleep is effortless and safe; travelling there physically is anything 


but. If you can find the secret paths and enter the dreamworld in the flesh, your reward is likely 


to be a literal nightmare. Still, it may be worth it. Many are willing to risk death to reach 


Faerieland. 


Faerieland is a wondrous place, beautiful beyond description and fantastically luxurious. And 
the inhabitants, the faeries, are willing to make deals with humans. Promise to become one of 


them after death, and to work for a century or two when you do, and they'll give you magic. 


It should be noted that the time dilation between domains is particularly extreme where Fantasia 
and Faerieland are concerned. A young boy can travel to Faerieland today and return a mighty 


grey-bearded wizard tomorrow, or have tea with the faeries and go missing for centuries. 
The Underworld 


The underworld is the land of demons. It’s also the afterlife, or the gateway to it; souls travel 
there after death, and linger there for a while before passing into the unknown. The landscape is 
varied but uniformly horrible; demonic power is near-absolute there, and it shows in everything 


from the pebbles to the clouds. 


The demons of Avarelle are malevolent, after a fashion, but they very rarely inflict harm directly. 
They don’t even lie. They offer people ways to destroy themselves, and each other, openly and 

honestly. If a demon offers to make you king, you should refuse. But if you accept, you really will 
become king. And a few people, mostly great merchants, have dealt with demons and come out 


ahead. Demons quite like to talk about these people. 


Before Azor came, demonkind was less honest and more active in the world outside the 
Underworld. But Azor bound them with his laws and sealed many of the pits that led to their 
land. The exact nature of the bindings on demonkind is not clear, but it is known that they 


cannot lie and that they find it difficult to leave their home. 


Azorian doctrine holds that the purer the soul, the less time it spends in the Underworld. This 
may or may not be true; very few people have visited the Underworld for any length of time and 


returned. The normal demonic distaste for violence does not apply to trespassers. 
The Endless Forest 


The Endless Forest is the land of the elves. It is a seemingly-infinite expanse of trees, said by 


the elves to consist of seven separate forests that happen to be intricately linked. The edges are 


not so different from any other forest, but its depths are strange and terrible. None but the elves 
are able to navigate it reliably; well-trodden paths offer a measure of safety, but step off of them 


and you will likely find yourself lost in the deep forest for the rest of your (now quite short) life. 


The elves claim that The Endless Forest covers the enormous majority of Avarelle, and that 
everything else is basically just a series of small clearings in their forest that they graciously 


allow lesser species to live in. This is obnoxious, but unfortunately appears to be true. 


If you travel far enough through The Endless Forest, you may emerge into a place of utter 
madness. A place of chaos that makes the shapeless wilderness between Domains seem 
completely safe and sane. Nobody has ever returned alive from this place, so all that is known 


about it comes from those who fled back into The Endless Forest upon reaching its edge. 
Minor Magical Domains 
Summer and Winter 


The Kingdoms of Summer and Winter are located not in space, but in weather. Walk into the 
bitterest snowstorms or the most sun-blasted wastelands, and you may well find yourself in a 
strange kingdom where the people are made of ice or fire. The Kingdoms of Summer and 
Winter are locked in an endless war; as they gain or lose pieces of the territory that lies between 
them, the seasons change in pieces of the plane as a whole. Perhaps their war controls the 


seasons, or perhaps the seasons control their war. 
Ingleton-Upon-Filt 


There are islands in the sky and castles in the clouds. Flying high enough from almost 
anywhere in Avarelle will lead you to the kingdoms of Ingleton-Upon-Filt, where a nation of birds 
and a nation of giants live separate lives in the same space. Giants being huge and birds 


generally being small, they hardly get in each other’s way at all. 


The giants of Ingleton-Upon-Filt are known for wealth, learning, and arrogance. Their magic 
provides for their base needs, allowing them to dedicate themselves to the study of esoteric 
knowledge. The strange and foolish habits of the smaller races are a favourite subject, and 
many a giant spends their days watching the ground through a telescope. The Church is strong 


in Ingleton-Upon-Filt, but the theology of the giants is often shockingly unorthodox. Notably, 


many giants regard monarchy as a foolish and primitive system. They advocate something 


similar to their own constitutional democracy for the “lesser peoples”. 


The birds of Ingleton-Upon-Filt, meanwhile, live under a fairly brutal caste system. Their nation 
was founded by colonists from Uya ages ago, and it has preserved the rigidity of ancient Uya. 
Each species of bird has its appointed role, and the authority of the swans is absolute. Azor 
spoke against this long ago, and for a time the Church served to moderate the excesses of 
avian tradition, but reactionary elements took control of the avian church on Ingleton-Upon-Filt a 


century or so ago. 
Moross 


Moross was once one of the sky islands of Ingleton-Upon-Filt, but it fell from the sky into the 
Endless Forest long ago. Alchemists seeking the reason for its levitation are thought to be to 
blame. The giants of Moross placed a dictum against “blasphemous sciences” in response, and 
turned their back on the detached intellectual culture of their past. They seek harmony with the 
world, now, and often leave Moross to live among the smaller races as equals. Unfortunately, 
they've adopted the vices of the smaller races along with their virtues. A giant of 


Ingleton-Upon-Filt might look down on a human, but a giant of Moross might step on him. 


While the giants of the sky live among birds, those of the earth live with an enormous variety of 
beasts. The elves of the Endless Forest bring intelligence to animals with their mere presence, 
and having been awakened many animals find themselves wanting civilised lives. Moross 
represents their best option. Living among giants has an odd effect, though; over the 
generations, the animals grow larger and larger. A family of vipers settled among the giants 
when they first fell; today, there are thousands of vipers in Moross that can swallow a man 


whole. They're mostly friendly, though. 
Mitlingland 


Mitlingland is, as the name suggests, the land of the mitlings. Mitlings are tiny gnomes, ranging 
in size from ant-sized to mouse-sized. Their Domain is interwoven with countless other 
Domains; they live among the larger inhabitants of Avarelle, usually unnoticed. Most people in 
Avarelle observe small rituals intended to keep them on good terms with any mitlings who might 


happen to be living in their house. 


The geography of Mitlingland is utterly incompatible with that of the larger Domains it touches. 
The mitlings living between the cornstalks of an Uyavian field may well be neighbours with the 
mitlings living inside the walls of a house in Orubell. Among those wizards capable of shrinking 
themselves, Mitlingland is known to be one of the best ways to cross great distances. It is, after 


all, much safer than Fantasia or the Endless Forest. 
Dverheim 


Dverheim is the largest of the dwarf kingdoms. It is said that if you dig deep enough in any 
domain, or follow any mountain cave far enough, you'll find Dverheim. This isn’t completely true, 


of course, but it’s closer than you might expect. 


Dverheim, like most dwarf kingdoms, is an industrious and tradition-bound place. The dwarves 
work and work and work; they have little leisure and few pastimes. Their clans demand, and 
receive, utter loyalty. Many a dwarf lives a life dominated by the order and grudges recorded by 
a long-dead ancestor. The only real cheer in a dwarven life comes from drink; in the drinking 
hall, the normal rules are suspended, and everyone joins together to feast and sing. To humans, 
dwarves generally seem like alcoholics. But dwarves are almost incapable of getting drunk. 
They make merry when they drink because that’s when they’re allowed to, not because they’ve 


lost their senses. 


It should be noted that even with their parties, most dwarves are quite tightly wound. Dwarves 


who don’t get to drink and socialise often enough tend to fill up with bottled rage. 
Minor Domains 
Orubell 


Orubell is an island that, during the days of the empire, held the plane’s greatest academy of 
astrology, astronomy, and mathematics. Few students make the journey there now, but it 
remains a great centre of astrological knowledge and its royal family is descended from the last 
headmaster of the academy. Prophecy is ubiquitous and quite reliable, and as a result the 


common Avarellian prejudice against the ill-fated is much stronger there. 


Miravy 


The islands of Miravy lie within the ocean of the selkies, and in the past there were many wars 
between land and sea. The Empire changed that; now the land and sea are ruled together, by a 
royal couple that must contain one selkie and one human. Upon the death of one member of the 
couple, the crown passes to the next couple in line. As such, land-sea politics are now merely 
acrimonious and not outright violent. Since Miravy is the largest merfolk Domain in Avaralle, 
traders seeking the treasures of the sea have made it into something of a trade hub. Many of 
those traders, impressed by its lovely scenery, generally friendly people, and extremely pleasant 
climate, eventually retire there after making their fortunes. Few of those retirees are willing to 
age and die naturally, and Miravy’s witch problem gives them many opportunities not to. The 
supreme merchant Kobolok has become the most powerful man in Miravy primarily by serving 


as a middleman between lesser merchants, witches, and demons. 
Betton 


Betton is an empty land. It was misruled for a very long time, until the Nameless God finally 
emerged and destroyed it. Its last remaining inhabitants are an elderly toymaker and the 
mechanical daughters he built; the eldest of his daughters precipitated the destruction of the 
Domain by killing the king when he attempted to marry her by force. This allowed an 
opportunistic bandit leader to seize the crown, and shortly after that the Nameless God 
emerged. The mechanical girls, being constructs of terrible power, were able to protect their 


father, but everyone else fled or died. 
Aragad 


Aragad is really a group of Domains, rather than a single region. They are united in the eyes of 
the rest of Avarelle by the Mijitan faith, an off-shoot of the Azorian Church founded by a 
prophet-warlord who emerged in the latter days of the Empire. Mijitani doctrine isn’t so different 
from Azorian doctrine, but the political authority of Azorian Church is non-existent in Mijitani 
lands. Church duties are handled by a complex tangle of smaller churches, none of which get 
along. Setting religion aside, Aragad’s Domains tend to be hot and dry. Djinn and other aerial 
spirits are common, trees are scarce, and elves are almost never seen. But floodplains provide 
bountiful harvests, and the markets bustle with activity; Aragad is for the most part a comfortable 


and prosperous place. 


Doramy 


Doramy is a land of shepherds and hunters. There are no cities or towns; the people live in 
small family groups that rarely stay in one place for long. Life for them is a constant struggle 
against the wolves and other beasts that come forth from the Endless Forest; some Doramians 
eat the wolves, while others are eaten by them. The ruler of Doramy is selected through a 
sacred hunt; when the previous monarch dies, the bravest unmarried hunters in the land enter 
the Endless Forest. Whoever returns with the hide of a Questbeast is given the throne and the 
hand of Queen Laradra in marriage. Laradra being an immortal elf, she has outlived many 
spouses and expects to outlive many more. In theory her authority is equal to that of her 
spouse, but in practice she exercises it only to prohibit certain agricultural practices. Most of the 
banned practices, like tilling soil and clearing tree stumps, seem harmless enough to humans. 


But she has held firm for centuries. 
Reviroa 


Reviroa is located in the valley beneath Mount Reviroa, an occasionally-active volcano topped 
with a castle of black glass. Travellers in various mountain ranges often stumble across it, and it 
has many caves that lead to dwarven lands. It is rich in gold and iron, but is rarely a good place 
to live; the royal family is tainted with madness. Their bloodline is tied to the volcano; they have 
power over flame, and can control the eruptions of the great mountain. It is that power that has 
driven them mad; the volcano has been ready to erupt for centuries, and the strain of 
suppressing it has broken one ruler after another. Deposing the royal family, therefore, seems 


suicidal. And so the people must suffer. 


Plot 


Ksenia Svincova 


Once upon a time, in the land of Yarag, there was a young witch named Vasilisa. She wasn’t the 
most respected witch; her family was poor, she had a severe stutter, and she was consequently 
pretty incompetent at spoken magic. She was a brilliant skinchanger and a competent 


potion-brewer, though, so she was able to earn her hat. Barely. 


Unbeknownst to her, she sparked on her coming of age journey. Walking into an entirely 
unfamiliar world is something she was expecting to do, so when she found herself on Feldara 
she didn’t even realise she’d planeswalked. It happened when she was lost in the forest, alone 
and scared and hungry, and while she certainly noticed the Blind Eternities she just assumed 


they were one of the many strange features of the Endless Forest. 


She had a number of adventures on other planes, and eventually discovered what it meant to 
be a planeswalker. She also befriended various animals and monsters, received many of their 


forms as gifts. 


Eventually, she wandered back to Avarelle. To Vortheld, specifically. And there, she discovered 
a terrible situation. Vortheld and Artem were planning an invasion of her homeland. They gave a 
number of reasons for the war; chief among them was that the peace-loving Prince Valhon of 


Vortheld had disappeared, and they blamed Yarag. 


Naturally, Vasilisa sprang into action. She suspected (correctly) that Valhon had been 
imprisoned by the usurper king of Artem, Luton, to get him out of the way. So she sought him 
out, thinking that if she freed he freed him he could stop the war, and that if she stopped the 


war, it would prove to her peers that she was a great witch. 


She found Valhon in the prisoner-hoard of the dragon Merrothrax, and cast a sleep spell to get 
the dragon out of the way. It didn’t work. So she tried a binding curse. It didn’t work either. She 
tried a great many spells, all with the same result. If she hadn’t been a planeswalker, she would 


not have escaped alive. 


Defeated, desperate, and injured, Vasilisa turned to a friend for help. The planeswalker Farajo, a 
wise old man from Lorado, was also on Avarelle trying to stop the war. He was using diplomacy, 
but not very successfully. Vasilisa broke down in front of him, and he gently told her that she 
was being foolish. She’d never be able to subdue a dragon with her spells. Her stutter, and 
general lack of skill with that kind of magic, made it impossible. She would never be an ideal 
Yaragi witch; fortunately, she didn’t need to be. She was a master skinchanger, and well capable 


of simply eating a dragon alive in hydra-form. 


Vasilisa protested that brute physical force was simply not how the witches of Yarag addressed 
their problems. Or she began to; halfway through the sentence, she realized it was stupid. 
Trying to become a perfect witch had never brought her anything but grief; shapeshifter or not, 


she couldn't change what she was. 


So Vasilisa returned to the dragon, this time in the form of a truly vast hydra. And she ate the 


damn lizard. 


The prince, once freed, revealed the treachery of Francois and put a stop to the war 
preparations. He acclaimed Vasalisa a hero and sent the word across all of Vortheld and Yarag. 
Much to her surprise, nobody cared that she’d done the job “wrong”; when they heard of her 
deeds, even her old nemeses from witch school began to act as though they’d always been 


great friends. 


Soon, Farajo brokered a formal treaty of peace and friendship between the nations. As part of it, 
Valhon offered Vasilisa his hand in marriage. And for a moment, Vasilisa intended to accept. But 
she soon realized that she and the prince had no romantic chemistry at all, and that a political 
marriage would likely make her miserable. She’d been at her happiest travelling the planes, 
seeing new sights and spending time with people who didn’t think a stutter suggested any kind 
of spiritual problem. So she turned down the marriage as politely as she could manage, and 


returned to the road. 
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